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SONGS, DUETS, CHORUSSES, &c. 
IN THE FAVORITE 'BURLETTA OF 
THE FEW AND THE GENTILE. 
| | CHARACTERS. | 
Mordecai Moſes, Mr. DAVIS, 
Farmer Jack, Mr. HELME, 
And Tim Staytape, Mr. BLANCHARD ; 
Goody Greylocks, Mrs. HENLEY, 
And Betſy Bobbin, Mrs. ILIFF, 


— SS 


BALLAD Mn. HELME. 
Wr I was at home as the lark I was gay, 
That warbles ſo wantonly wild in the ſpring; 
At plough or at threſhing I'd labour all day, 
Or when driving my team how I'd whiſtle and ing! ! 
For I lov'd my darling, a neat pretty maid, 
Put ſhe from our village unkindly did rove; 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, | 
I becom'd up to town, and my journey is love. 
1 
Over head I was ſous' d in affection, I vow, 
Nor morn, noon, or night could a gay moment bring, 
At threſhing, at driving the team or the plough, 
No more the blithe lay could I whiſtle or ſing; 
For I lov'd my darling, a neat pretty maid, 
But ſhe from our village unkindly did rove; 
So finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 
I be com'd up to town, * my journey is love. 
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She was kind to me once, aye, as kind as ſhe's fair, 
In her ears love-lorn ditties I'd frequently ding, 
Which ſhe would admire ; and I vow and declare 
Was pleas'd with the notes that I'd whiſtle and ſing; 
Efeggs ! then I thought her my own pretty maid ; 
But away from our village the fair one did rove 3 
80 finding her gone, and my hopes all betray'd, 
] be com'd up to town, and my journey is . 


BALLAD.—Mx. Hrrur. | 


Vs — 


WHEN 1 avs Code 
And begg'd the ſickle's aid, 
J roſe at bluſh of morn, | pag 
My burniſhed hook diſplay'd :- — 
Well pleas'd the hours did paſs 
Till Phoebus ſunk to reſt, 
Then ſpeeding to my laſs, 
Her preſence made me bleft ! 
| love my ſweet, my comely, neat, 
My bonny blue-ey'd Betty, 
To me no hawthorn's half ſo ſweet 


% 


My merry little Betty, my cherry-cheek'd young Betty, 
All day I'd toil to gain a ſmile * 
From bonny blue-ey'd Betty. _ 

Il. 
The milk-pail for my fair 
T' ve carried oft ere now; 
Attended her with care . 
While ſhe has milk'd her cow 3 
At wakes where paſtimes ſpring; 
With her I ſpruce am ſeen; 
And, happy as à king, 
She reigns my ruſtic queen. 
I love, &c. 


BALLAD---Ms. BraxchARD. 


Ix love be 1 
Fifth button High, 

On velvet runs my courting; 
Sheers, buckram, twiſt, 
| Beſt broad - cloth, liſt, 

I leave for other ſporting. 
A 2 
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From needle, WN 
My fancy's fled, 
My heart is ſet a-throbbing z 
And, no one by, 
I croſs-legg'd figh 
For charming Betſy Bobbin: 


II. 


Her lips ſo ſweet 
Are velveret, 
Her eyes do well their duty, 
Her ſkin to me 
1s dimity, 
The pattern ſhe's of beauty; 
Her hand ſqueez'd oft 
Ts fatin ſoft, 
And fets my heart a- throbbing; 
Fer cheeks, oh dear 
Red caſimere | 


| Lord, what a Betſy Bobbin ! 


III. 


Her roguiſh ſmile 
Can well beguile, 
Her ev? ry look bewitches ; 
Vet never ſtir, | 
When tack'd to her, 


But Tim will wear the breeches, 
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I've face and mien, 
Am ſharp and keen, „ | 
And tho my heart keeps throbbing, RT, | 
There's not (in fine) | 
One man in nine | 


So fit for Betſy Bobbin. | Wt 1 


COMIC SONG---Mas. Henuzr. — | 


YouTH and beauty once ſuited my features not ill, 
Brave ſuitors oft ſaid I've a mind t'ye; 


And ſurely I've ſome little beauty left ſtill— 
A aroll old beauty of ninety. 


II. 
Young girls of the age ſo be-feather'd and tall, 
With their little waiſts beaux ſay divine ye; 
No plumage have I, tho' my waſte has been ſmall, 
A droll old beauty of ninety. 


If. + 
At dances I ever as firſt couple ſtood, 
Says my partner, this hand I conſign t'ye; 


And I j Jig it e en now when tunes tickle my loud, w 
A droll old dancer of ninety. 3 
w. „. 
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„ 7M 
In fearch of a huſband a long time I've been, | 
But, young wenches, the men have a mind t'ye; 
Tho' I've ten times more knowledge than girls of fifteen 
A droll old maiden of ninety ! 


SON GMs. Davis: 


Tons, 5 The Dead of the Night,” 


Task the top of the morning ſo pleaſant and clear, 


I waſhcrying old clothes ven my love did appear; 


Her ſweet tawney beauties vaſh tempting to view, 
Says I, pretty Miſtreſs Solomons how vas you do? | 


II. 


# 


I vaſh cheaply then purchaſe a ſmile from my dear, 
And vas whiſper my viſhes quite loud in her ear; 
Says I, pretty Miſtreſs Solomons ve both are undone 


If old Rabbi Abrahams don't make us one. 25 


(9) 
„ 
The bargain vaſh ſtruck then without no delay, 
And pretty Miſtreſs Solomons vaſh made Mordecai 
All Jews“ Place reſounded with laughter and glee, 
And pretty little ſmouches ſoon danc'd on our knee. 


MOCK BRAVURA:--Mas. Iiir. 


On! the ſweet Italiano! 
Bold a forte, ſoft Piano! 
Sweet the cadence alto paſſo d- 
Then the loud and rumbling baſſo! 
Treble, tenor and falſetto | ' 
Sweet ſonato, droll duetto, 
Gay Allegro, Allegretto! 
De liquid note ſwell penforoſo! 
Den vivace ſpirituoſo ! 5 


To tickle Jackey Bull and touch the fee, 
His native muſic charms no more 3 
Through the Wood Laddie, Gramachree, 
And tol de rol's a monſtrous bore ! 
But let them all their crochets play, 
['ll ever cry encore, encore! 


To noble ” Rule Britannia,” 


DUE". 
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Re 411 | 
DUET---Mr. BLancnasp and Mr. Davis. 


Blanch. Puſh round the fug—y Lick, in his Kirts, : 
"(asiDs.) 3 


Tear out the bottles lining, bumpers drink. 


Davis. Dat he ſwallows my vine it my conſcience hurts, 


Only dat I means to toueh de chink! 
Both. Come another glaſs. 


Davis. Here's your pretty "4 


Blanch. Here's my pretty laſs, 

Both. Steady, old boy, be * 
Davis. While circles de vine 
Blanch. While circles the wine 5 | 
Davis. That purſe ſhall be mine. 


Blanch. That deed ſhall be mine. 


. 


Both, Why he's half cut up e Jl. te rol, &e. 


11. 
Blanch. He's fo in for't ſooh he'll be very bad, 
Zookers! how he dances up and down the ground 


Davis. Dat he's got ſo drunk Tam vafhly glad, 


Oh! pleſh my foul how the plaiſh runs round! 
Both, Come nen, glass, Ke. 


FINALE. 


Ar. Helne, L envy not the richeſt ſwain, 


Who dwells in town or city; 
Of wordly goods I can't complain, 


x I've all i in lovely Betty. ; 
ET Mrs. 
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Mrs. Tiff. And wow! in my farmer lad, 
The year will glide fo.cheerly ; ; 
With him I never can be ſad, 
I love the youth ſo ae 


DET. 


Mr. Helme. [| So here our little ſtory ends, -- . 

Mrs. Ilifſ.] We hope youll take it not ill 

And may our gen'rous beſt of friends 
Ne'er want a bird or bottle. 


WS: — 


Chorus. So may our ger rous beſt of friends, &c. 


Mrs. Henley. Maſter, a merry maſh: we 1 make, 


You've oft admir'd my beauty; 
 Mr.Blanchard. Ods meaſures | no, *twill never take, 


That match will never ſuit ye. 
Vr. Davis. In amities, old boy, we'll live, 
|  Diſhcard all over reaching, 
For ſheating play will never trive, 
As plainly ve've been e 


All. 80 here our little fir ends, be. . 8 
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IN THE MUSICAL BAGATELLE or 


\ . TheS pringM eeting or Ploughbay' s Stake. 


. CHARACTERS, 


Fit Crop, Mr. DAVIS, 
Miolly, Mrs. DAVIS. 


as 


*. 


DIALOGUE-CATCH. 


HRE, Waiter. Coming, Sir, Tounds, be ſteady. 
My Ale. Is that cool tankard ready? © 
Be jolly, tisn't oft we meet. 

I'll bet you twenty on next heat. 
Done, done. And done, I underſtand ye. 
Bring me a bumper, Jack, of brandy! 
High fun for you, brave gig for me. 
Oh! damme, but we're all- in glee. 


SONO 


© IP 3 


$ONG---Crovpy. 5 1 


2 vun, a Pub- 
1. 


y.“ 


A Plough-boy, rnſybbours knew me, a8 s jocund as cow's 


be, 
Who blithſome late and early oft whiſtled o 0 er me lea; 


A ſaucy footman' 8 l I got, and thought Td ſoon grow 
rich, 


But, dang it, Fortune's ſuch a jade, he flung me in the 
ditch. | 


80 now, d'ye ſee, to th races I'm com'd to pick up pelf, 
And, dang it, but Þ'1l loſe my all afore I'll toſe myſelf; 
And if I make my comrades ſmile, ſo great a mon L'll be, 


| You'll forget the little plou gh-boy that whiſtled e o'er . the 
lea. 


28 II. In 


And wo the ſun ſhines Fr the time tis to ak hay; 


So, dang it, laſs, let's ſtart us fair, no pouting or a frown, 
Endeavour yet may heap the cart afore the fun goes down; 
I'll hedge my ſtake ſo warily, and make my bets ſo ſure, 


That if IIl-luck ſhould call again he'll not find out the 


door : 


And if I make auld comrades ſmile, ſo great a a mon I'll be, 
You'} orget the little plough-boy, dc. 


B 2 DIALOGUE. 


R 


ll! 5 (1 
| DIALOGUE. DUET ---CLoppy and Moll v. 


15 YT OD S* a 


Molly. If I ſhould cnc to marry you from this rule 
Never. ſwerve G 2 
To ever treat me kind and well. 
Cloddy. As well as you deſerve. 
Molly. For men and maids to wait upon me, you muſt 
find the pelf. 
Cloddy. Yes, dear, you, ſhall. be waited on, ſo wait: upon 
yourſelf... 3 
Moll. BEEN me all my heart can wiſh, or r elſe PII fret 
and teize, 
And lead you ſuch : a weary life. 
Cloday. FPͤHou ſhall whene er 1 pleaſe. 
| Oy For comfort, when I'm left alone, to ſoften wed- 
lock's woes, 
Some ſpruce gallant ſhall 'tend 1 me. . 
Cloday. III tent him if he does. 
Molly. Right hand and left, too, in the dance we'll trip it 
when you're gone. | 
Cloddy. It mu be right, but look ye now, tis better left 
aq alone. 
2 II. ſwear I'll have my humour, or begone you 
; wicked brute, | 
Cloddy. Nay, Molly, *fore you make me one pray let my 
maauumour ſuit. 
Both. - You never, never ſhall ROT 
With ſweets PII bitters mingle; 
The bargain's ſtruck, and here's my hand, 
Ecod ! we'll both live ſingle. 85 
5 F 
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SONG -Krr Crop. 
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Kir nor am 1 with Spencer ſpruce, | 


My gig on quatres, grays a deuce! 
Am ever on the wing; 

My hair new cropp'd, becauſe tis ſaid 
No hair he wants who lacks a head; 
So, 20unds! I'm quite the thing ! 


A knowing, going, daſhing, ſplaſhing, 


Laughing, quaffing, roring, ſcoring, 
Racing, pacing, tory, rory, jolly blade, 
Every knowing trick I've play'd; 
The whirligig owns me its maſter, 
Billiards, whiſt, the jolly caſtor ; 
Cut a card, the guinea hide, 
Cocking, or a match to ride; 
Let me bet' with great or ſmall, 


1 can't tell how, but I nick them all! 


With my tal lal, &c. 


{> 
What tho' I ne'er was college bred, 
And learning never rack'd my head; 
Or Greek, or ſuch like ſtuff, _ 
Let ſenſe dwell in the learned ſkull, 
Tho! empty here, my pocket's full; 
F or that T've Greek enough. 
A knowing, &c, 


[1 
1 
Et 
*#} 
9 
38 
VI. 
#4 
I. 
buy. i 
£0 
#1, 
R. 
1 
1 
4 
.Þ 
Y. 
: . 
4 
? 
* 
1 
2H 
* 
* 
* 
r 
4 
x 
1 
a. 
uf > 
M1 
. 
|: 
1 


— ” 
ds 
1 £ v0 


n 1 9 n. 
— — 7 — 


S EE PE One OO EIS 


nn 


(6) 
TRIO—Cxor, CLoppy and. MorLy, 


Crop. In ev'ry game, tho Fortune's blind, / 
And merit will ill-treat, | 
The beſt of players you will find, 

By chance and cards are beat. 


- 


- Cloaddy. Then as we ſhuffle life away, 


And honours cut ſo cheary, 
Let's hope thoſe pleaſant cards to play, 
Will render gaming merry. 


Molly. Good humour ever fit a-near, 


Crop. And mirth, ſweet tit, I love her; 
Molly. Nor jocund Friendſhip diſappear, 
Cloddy. Whene' er the game is over. 


CATCH by different Charakters previous to 
the firſt Heat. 


NEXT heat, my buck, before they ſtart, 
An even bet—With all my heart; 
Tanta-ra-ran—I bet you, Sir— 

Oh! damn that noify trumpeter ! 

I'm fifty out Zounds! worſe and worſe! 
Damnation! mind, I back that horſe. 
Colour of the riders! clear the courſe! 
They're going to ſtart—The ſport is ripe. 
Red jacket VellowW Damme, Stripe. 3 

5 FINALE. 
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Tauss life you ſee is but a race, 
And all its pleaſures fleeting; FF | 

But happy we, if pleas d, you'll grace 
With plaudits, our Sp RING MEETING. 
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(18 ) 
SONGS, DUETS, CHORUSSES, Se. 


* THE NEW PANTOMIME oF 


Hur Lequin Mas ariner, 


. 


THE WITCH wu THE ars 


voc CHARACTERS. 


Sailors, Meſlrs, BLANCHARD, PILBROW and HELME, 


Woodman, Mr. BLANCHARD, 

And Teague O'Blunder (the Clown) Mr. DAVIS. 
Miarket-woman, Mrs. HENLEY, 
Mrs. F iction (the Fortune-teller), Mrs. DAVIS, 

And The Witch of the Oaks, Mrs. ur „ 


GLEE. 


Ms. BLANCHARD, Pilanow AND Davis. 


V V E be ſhipwreck'd mariners by cruel tempeſts toſt, 
Our gallant veſſel ſtranded, a wreck upon this coaſt 


Full many a tar ne'er reach'd the ſhore, © 
But made ſome wave 
His wat'ry grave, 
And left us to deplore, = 
i DD AIR 


EN 
_ AIR---Mzs. IL trr. 
Ye "OI who anear this denſe foreſt reſide, 


Or lodg'd in an acorn deep hidden from view, 


Or &ke the oak-apple in mad antics ſtride, 
Or zther inhale, or are ſipping the dew; 5 
Haſte, haſte elves to me, | 
Trip airy and free, 
Death's cold iron hand your aſſiſtance proyokes ; ; 
__ Haſte, merry ſprites all! 


CHORUS RESPONSE. . 
We attend to your call, 
"The fairies, and witches, and elves of the oaks. 


IN CANTATION---Mzs. Ir Irr. 


By the ſhipwri oht's wond'rous art, 
© By the navigator's ſkill, 
By the compaſs and the chart, 
By the mariner's good will; 
By Britain's proweſs on the ſeas, 
Which Fame ſounds to the ſkies, 
By her num'rous naval victories, 


Gay Harlequin ariſe | 


' CHORUS. 


Ariſe, ariſe, gay Harlequin, ariſe | 
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SONG---Mas. rey, 


Tri rips ſkip, and on land or the ocean 
MV beſt wiſhes ſtill ſhalt be centred in thee; 
Fear neither ſtorm nor commotion, 4 
An Engliſhman's element ſtill is the ſea. 
Adieu, and ſucceſs ſteer you ſafe on your way 
Singing 1 yeo, yeo] and fal la ral lal las 


o 


CHORUS, 
Adieu and ſueceſs, &c. 


SONG. Mx. D AVIS . 


Och! my maſter died one day, much fickneſs he bore; 


I wak'd him and howl'd, Arrah, why would you die? 


Thoꝰ fait ſuch a trick he ne'er fery'd me before, 


For fo ſoundly he flept he ne'er anſwer'd my cry. 


So, a jontleman born, now as trade I deteſt, 


Pve got a new place with thoſe old and young'cratures, 3 


_ Tho! ev'ry thing's bad, why its all for the beſt, 


In the land now of gold fait as well as potatoes. 
With a whilliluh, pilliluh, &e. = 
ME i II. Says : 


You'll come to be hang d, och! bad luck to your look 
Good luck, ſays I; Pat, to the ſpalpeen at once, 
May they both never happen, ſo none of your jokes 
No victuals, och hone ! paſs'd my lips but ſome ſnuff, 
| Thof I bow'd bolt upright to your calipaſh cratures; 
And as for freſh water I'd ſalt tears enough. 1 5 
In the 1 Kc. | . 


Says a fr iend t'other day, Anh Taxis, you rea dunch, 
| 


III. . | 
My eſtate.wasn't worth ar to have or to holt, | 
Arrah! quite out of elbows and terribly botch'd, 
And my caſh you might hunt as you'd. hunt a wild colt, 
In my -pocket's fly corner before it was cotch'd 4 
No coat to my arms, wid my rags all afloat, 
Like cats in ſtrange garrets I ogled the cratures 


But a jontleman's arms now II clap to my cant, 
In. the randy &c. 
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OO 8. aer | 
17 body meet Roe 1 to Fol fair, . 
If A body kiſs a body need a body care? | 
If a body-ſeek a body, need a body fly? 
No, no ſuch body's market Goody, what the deuce care I! 
Cc 2 II. If 
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II. 


If a pads meet a body coming from the well, 

If a body kiſs a body need a body tell? _ 

Ev'ry Jenny has her Jockey, none for me will ſigh, 
| But all ie lads hey! love x me e what the deuce care] I 


£45 1} „ 1 = 
1287229 R . 
Tf a body meet a body coming to the town, 


If a body kiſs a body need a body frown? 


No Jenny ſure a kiſs to Jockey always would ww. 
So let em woo me, fondly ſue me, what the deuce care I? | 


' SONG---Mx. BLancn ARD, 
I. . 


When I was a 1 ſays cher to I, 


What trade, little Ralph, wouldſt thou take 07 


I anſwer'd, efeggs! like a poor harmleſs boy, 


Your's ſure, for J ne'er can forſake you. 


You jollily works and you merrily ſing, 


Then the branch from the tree don't be lopping 3 
Late or early, in ſummer, in winter or ſpring, 
With you Pl be cleaving and chopping : 


For labour and health will be friends thro? the day, 
A And the merry, merry, merry bells) join our roundelay. | 


176 
II. 


My ſchool- fellow Jack why turn'd lawyer beſure, 
Old Nick ſhew'd the road to prefarment, 
Set friends by the ears, and he plunder'd the poor, 

Od ratten, 1 hate ſuch black varment! 

A doctor was Dick, and he drugg'd folks to . 

Olf him too the neighbours cry'd ſhame on't! 
A corn- factor Wull, I ſhall hate while I've breath | 

Io monopolize he had the name'on't: 
| But, dang fuch baſe traſie—T toil*thro'. the day, GORGE 
While the merry, merry bells join our roundelay. 


III. 
| But i now the Ky on t, 99 per one 7 
Wrote his name on a wrong bit of paper; 
80 ecod to old big wig they took d him away, 
And on nothing he cut his laſt caper. | 
Dick, the doctor, was poiſon'd by drugs of his own; 
The corn- factor paid dear for his carving, 
Plenty fill'd ev'ry market, the prices went down, 
So a bankrupt is Wull now and ſtarvingng 
While labour and health ſtand my friends thro? the day, 
| And the merry, merry bells; join our roundelay, 


SONG 


942 


SONG Ms. Davis. 


YOUR fortunes 1 tell you, can read well your doom, 
The future, the preſent, the paſt and to come, 
Know that you of a romping bout ne' er was afraid, 
That you'II kill five huſbands ; you'll die an old maidz. 

What I tell will as true and as certain be found, 

As that fortune's a jilt, and her wheel runs round. 


ts 

That you ſimpering prude, can look fly through your fan, . 
That your tongue gives the lie to your heart about man; 
That you'll get an old huſband ſoon rich as a Jew: 

No, no, no, Madam Brazen, I das t mean %, 

What I tell will as true, Sc. 


* | 
That you'll walk, or you'll tide, or ve ciel I wot, + 

Or amble, or canter, or gallop or trotz 

You'll eat, drink and lleep, and-you'll laugh, quaff and 
* 


That you all of you live- and you'll all of you die. 
What J tell will as true, de. 


SONG 
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1 i ; 
ARR AH] who can ſtand ſtill in this Mivering, ſtate, 
So thick the thin wafers keep running a race; 
The wint'ry raw ſupper they've fent as a treat, 
"TWP may dreſs for themſelves I've no fire in my face 5 
My courage they've cool'd, | 
And I'm not over bold, 
Shivering, ſhaking, 
. Quivering, quaking, 
Will I, nil I, cold and chilly, | 
Tho' born for all weathers, 
Stript bare of my feathers, _ 
My knees knock, teeth chatter, 
Och! ! hone! what's the matter? 


| Here s a warm life for Tague, who's ſtone dead with the | 
cold, 


II. 
Tho' ſheepiſh I look 'tis lamb's wool that I lack, 
Light wear for ſo heayy a fall will neer ſuit, 
A ſheep's ſkin wou'd prove a warm ſhirt to my back, 
Och] you've a true boſom friend when you back aſurtout. 
My courage &c. 
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F INALE-=-Mas. IL rr. c. &c. 


Wi 10. Let ſpri ghtly muſic” 8 cheering ſound 
H The boſom be elating, 2 


And merry bells a peal ring . 
In concert animating. | 


| Chorus. Let ehh le. 


988 


* 


Sailor to) SE 
: _ Ser ae you Helly Kail che "To 


Joy oft ſprings' from diſaſter; 
Teague, Fait ſhe's releas'd the Iriſh way, 


| To: ſoon be tied the faſter. 
| Choras. Let ſprightly, &. 


Sailor, May conqueſt {till the ſeaman crown, 
Ĩᷣ0ob honour's cauſe his clearing, 
For England's glory and renown, 

We wiſh but to be living. 

| Chorus, Let rightly, | 
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